CAW

Ho9 hoy ho9 ho!

Now old Winter*s winds do blow !
Driving down his flocks of snow.
All the fields where daisies were
He has frozen bleak and bare;
Every bush and hedge he decks
"With a myriad shining flakes.
Waiting for the sun to rise,
They stand up like hills of ice;
Glisten, gleam, and flame and burn
Every dazzling hue in turn.
Now the farmer's boy he goes,
Scarlet ears, and redder nose,

Whistling as he shuffles by---

A sea of white, a cloudless sky.
Now the hare peeps out to see
What strange wonder this can be ;
And the solemn-headed rook,
Perched above his hooded oak,
Hoarsely caws, and shakes the snow
From his sooty wing; and 'Caw I *
Cries again: * What have we here,

Neighbours dear!
The Magician, in one night,
Has changed a world that's green to white ! *

THE   SCARECROW
All winter through I bow my head
Beneath the driving rain;
The North Wind powders me with snow
And blows me black again;
At midnight in a maze of stars
I flame with glittering rime,
And stand, above the stubble, stiff
As mail at morning-prime.
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